I could give many other examples, but as they all fal
into this pattern, I will not write them down.

The heart of the matter is that Wanda wants me con
stantly to realize that she is no longer here. She know
that the smallest details of human life interest me mor
than great doctrines. (To put myself in the best lighi
perhaps this is recognizing my literary limitations.) An
precisely because she knows me, she reminds me by thes
tiny mementoes that recall herself, when she feels I'm nc
missing her acutely enough. And conversely, when I'r
having a bad day, that is, when the fact that she is n
longer here torments me even more than usual, she do<
not interfere with my little tasks. Then she will allo^
me to wash up, sew, insert pages in manuscripts, and mal
corrections.

On these occasions she does what she did so often i
life (particularly when she wr,1; sick in bed.) She W;
pleased that I was worried about her out of affection, ar
at the same time she was sorry for me.

O

I have a new habit that I am apparently unable to g
rid of at present. When I walk in the street, I watch tl
faces of the strangers going in the opposite direction,
see whether they look me in the face or not.

The origin of this habit is as follows. About six mont
after Wanda's death I was walking slowly down Fif
Avenue from Fifty-eighth Street toward Fifty-seveni
A uniformed policeman came toward me, and looked I
fixedly full in the face. He looked straight into my ey
And went on without stopping. Strangely enough, I coi

552 maliciously interferes with my hand, and
